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“TOMMY BROWN, IF YOU HAD BEEN ADAM IN THE GARDEN OF EDEN, EVE NEVER 
WOULD HAVE HAD A CHANCE AT THE APPLE.’ 
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TRADE MARK 


Petticoats 














Made of the New Taffeta 
Feathersilk; Light, Strong, 


Pure Dye. Look and wear 

























as if they cost four times | 


as much as they do. 


For sale everywhere. 








Chocolates 
and Confections | 
The standard by which 
other candies are judged. 
For sale where the best is sold. 
STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, 


1316 Chestnut St., Phila. 
Established 1842. 
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FAITHLESS 
NELLY 
GRAY 


THOMAS HOOD’S 
FAMOUS FUNNY POEM 


















With seventeen humorous cuts 


By ROBERT SEAVER 
who so cleverly illustrated John Gilpin 





Price, 75 cents, postpaid 





> HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & CO. 
> 4 Park St., Boston; 85 Fifth Ave., New nw fran 
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One Hundredand Fifty of the Best Novels 
of the Past Twenty Years 
Part III 


ONTINUATION of the list of ‘‘ One 
Hundred and Fifty of the Best Novels 

of the Past Twenty Years.” The first part 

appeared October 3d. It was compiled 
in answer to arequest for good novels of 

recent years. 

Dialstone Lane, W. W. Jacobs. 

The Ambassadors, H. James. 

Kim, R. Kipling. 

Jungle Books, R. Kipling. 

Light That Failed, R. Kipling. 

Belovéd Vagabond, W. J. a. 

Morals of Marcus Ordeyne, W. J. Locke. 

Call of the Wild, J. London. 

Sea Wolf, J. London. 

Before Adam, J. London. 

The Healers, M. Maartens. 

God’s Fool, M. Maartens. 

The Washingtonians, P. B. Mackie. 

Lord Ormont and His Aminta, G. Meredith. 

The Amazing Marriage, G. Meredith. 

With Edged Tools, H. S. Merriman (Scott). 
The Sowers, H. S. Merriman (Scott). 

In the Bishop’s Carriage, M. Michelson. 

Amos Judd, J. A. Mitchell. 

Pines of Lory, J. A. Mitchell. 

Adventures of Francois, S. W. Mitchell.- 

Joseph Vance, W. D. Morgan. 

Alice-for-Short, W. D. Morgan. 

House of a Thousand Candles, M. Nicholson. 
The Pit, F. Norris. 

The Octopus, F. Norris. 

Bob, Son of Battle, A. Ollivant. 

Seats of the Mighty, G. Parker. 

When Valmond Came to Pontiac, G. Parker. 
Battle of the Strong, G. Parker. 

Sons of the Morning, E. Phillpots. 

Children of the Mist, E. Phillpots. 

Secret Woman, E. Phillpots. 

In the Heart of the Ancient Wood, C. G. D 

Roberts. 

The Forge in the Forest, C. G. D. Roberts. 
The Helmet of Navarre, B. Runkle. 

The Unsocial Socialist, B. Shaw. 

The Irrational Knot, B. Shaw. 

Cashel Byron’s Profession, B. Shaw. 

With Fire and Sword, H. Sienkiewicz. 

Quo Vadis, H. Sienkiewicz. 

The Divine Fire, M. Sinclair. 

The Help-Mate, M. Sinclair. 

On the Face of the Waters, F. Steele. 

Ebb Tide, R. L. Stevenson. 

Master of Ballantrae, R. L. Stevenson. 

St. Ives, R. L. Stevenson. 

David Balfour, R. L. Stevenson. 

Ground Arms, B. K. Suttner. 

Gentleman from Indiana, B. Tarkington. 
Monsieur Beaucaire, B. Tarkington. 

The Masqueraders, K. C. Thurston. 

Anna Karenina, L. N. Tolstoi. 

Resurrection, L. N. Tolstoi. 

On the Wings of the Morning, L. Tracy. 
Last of the Knickerbockers, H. K. Viele. 
Myra of the Pines, H. K. Viele. 

Eleanor, M. A. Mard. 

Marcella, M. A. Ward. 

David Grieve, M. A. Ward. 

Robert Elsmere, M. A. Ward. 

The Golden House, C. D. Warner 

That Fortune, C. D. Warner. 
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the 
Vacuum 
System 


Clean Cars 


Sleeping cars, parlor cars, dining cars, 
chair cars and coaches—ev ery inch of 
them kept pure, healthy, sweet and 
clean by the wonderful new Vacuum 
Cleaning System, just installed on the 


Chicago, 
Milwaukee 
& St. Paul Ry. 


No other line west of Buffalo uses 
the vacuum system of cleaning. It 
is applied to mattresses, blankets, up- 
holstery, carpets, curtains and chairs. 
By its tremendous suction force it re- 
/) moves all dirt, dust, grit and germs 
i. as no other method can. It results 
in absolutely hygienic cars— 
perfect sanitation throughout. 

It means more to you in 
health, comfort and clean- 
liness than you can meas- 
" ure to select the Chicago, 

Milwaukee & St. Paul Rail- 

way on your trips West, 4 
Northwest or Southwest. 
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For literature on any 
Western trip, address 







Gew’t Eastern Act., 
Gew. Pass. Act.. 397) Broaowar, 


CHICAGO. NEW YORK. 
























Registered at Pat. Office: London, Washington, Ottawa 


Club Linen Playing Cards 


(Patented Sept. 24, 1907) 


Are the most novel addition to our exten- 
sive line of Bridge Whist Accessories. On 
the back of each card is reproduced a hand- 
some Hemstitched Linen Handkerchief 
showing in detail the fine texture and clever 
workmanship of the expert linen worker. 
Printed in four delicate shades of Red, 
Blue, Brown and Green. ‘“‘ They are 
dainty and restful,” says Kate Wheeloch. 


At all dealers or direct 25 cents 
Score Pads, Imported Pad Holders, Pencils, Etc. 


RADCLIFFE & COMPANY 


NEW YORK: 144 Pearl St. LONDON. 3 Aldersgate Bldg., E. C. 
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4 Little Journey in the World, C. D. Warner. 
Story of Ab, S. Waterloo. 

Love and Mr. Lewisham, H. G. Wells. 

Way of the Worlds, H. G. Wells. 


Tine Machine, H. G. Wells. 
Hier Ladyship’s Elephant, D. D. Wells. 
Duvid Harum, E. N. Westcott. 
A Gentleman of France, S. Weyman. 
Under the Red Robe, S. Weyman. 
House of the Wolf, S. Weyman. 
Story of Thomas Cludde, S. Weyman. 
House of Mirth, E. Wharton. 
iley of Decision, E. Wharton. 
it of the Tree, E. Wharton. 
ised Trail, S. E. White. 
nt Places, S. E. White. 
5 John Street, R. Whiteing. 
redral Courtship and Penelope’s English 
vperiences, K. D. Wiggins. 
lope’s Progress, K. D. Wiggins. 
e Spenders, H. L. Wilson. 
inian, O. Wister. 
Master, I. Zangwill. 
e Mantle of Eliiah, I. Zangwill. 
hildren of the Ghetto, 1. Zangwill. 






Abdul Aziz No More 


\ccording to a cable dispatch from Tangier, the 
an Abdul Aziz, as was, is not.—The Post Express.) 


What’s this faint murmur from Tensift’s winding flood, 
Hurrying on from Fez to El Banariat, 
Vhisper of treachery, of theft, Of crime, of blood ? 
Hark! There it is again! What wail is that 
ing, and falling in anguished cadences? 
Where’s Abdul as was, Abdul, Abdul Aziz?” 


Borne through Sahara by breezes soft that blow, 
Swept from Tangier to Mogador Suerrah, 

Echoed from mountain-top in accents mystic, slow, 
On goes the query through cities near and far; 

Moroccans, list! What means this oft-heard quiz? 
Where’s Abdul as was, Abdul, Abdul Aziz?” 


low comes the answer through the evening dusk, 
Burning and searing on its awful way 

Bold heart to ashes, flesh to parched husk. 
Flown hope and gladness with the dying day. 

Yet once again the direful words are caught— 

‘Abdul Aziz, as was, is not.” 


), Abdul, destined king of dusky line, 

No dull Abdul wert thou, I ween—in fine, 

Hadst thou been dull, Abdul, thou wouldst yet be— 
such is keen craft’s reward—both quick and free. 


\bdul Aziz, let Mollah chant the lays 
For thee, Aziz—Aziz as was—thy praise; 
rhe nations bend in low obeisances— 
\bdul as was and now no more Aziz. 





Where is Aziz? Who knows the place or cause ? 
Where Aziz is is not where Aziz was. 

fe is not here—is flown—his soul has “riz’’; 
lis life—Aziz’s—is not with Aziz. 





\bdul Aziz, as was, ne’er will be more; 
\nd, though an Aziz be, and Aziz was before, 
\ziz were not the same Aziz, because 
\ziz is not Aziz as was. 
L’ Envoi 
his Book of Life, Morocco-bound, is done; 
An ill chance ends the plot. 
x “Finis” be this written—this alone: 
‘Abdul Aziz, as was, is not!” 
—Rochester Post Express. 


Cruel to Call Him a Barber 
WALTHAMSTOW barber, who had 


just opened his shop, announced him- 
self as “tonsorial artist, physiognomical hair- 
‘resser, facial operator, cranium manipulator 
and capillary abridger. Hair cut and shave 
with ambidextrous facility.” —ChicagoRecord- 
HTerald, 

























Materials 





FJmporters The design may be perfect and the workmanship superb, 
~~ but if the materials used are not up to standard the hat is 
ats a failure. We aim to combine all three—design, workman- 






Millinery ship and first-class materials, adding exclusiveness, origi- 
: nality and a touch of individuality to make the ensemble 
10 WEST 36th STREET perfect. You are thus assured absolute satisfaction at a 








NEW YORK price within reason. An exceptionally attractive line of im- 
ste ee Png _— ported models is just arrived and ready for your inspection. 
































Good Value for Your Money 











Perhaps you do not believe in advertising — 
but you like to get good value for your 
money, don’t you? Therefore, you would 
never knowingly take counterfeit goods. The 
advertisers who use LIFE have sufhcient faith 
in the quality of their goods to spend their 
money for space in this publication to tell you 
about those goods. Counterfeit goods are not 
advertised because they will not bear close scru- 
tiny—because the manufacturer of such goods 
never makes a second sale to the same person. 
Some dealers may offer you a substitute or 
counterfeit because there is more profit in it 
to them. 

Your safeguard lies in knowing the advertised 
trade-marks and insisting on 


































Getting What You Ask For 































“GENUINE 
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= SUSPENDERS 
' Webbing 

Fabhaabhectelie 
Buttonholes 

Indestructible 
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(Founded 1715) 
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LIQUEUR 


BRANDIES 





@ The Electroliers produced by us last season met such ready apprecia- 
tion from the discriminating purchaser, that we are offering a larger 
and handsomer line than ever heretofore. 

@ They are made in many new and beautiful Bronze finishes, as well as 
Silver, Gold and French Grey effects, with leaded art glass shades cf 
great beauty, also rich pierced Silver designs. 

@ They range in height from 12 to 36 inches, with lamps and fittings 
complete, and can be readily attached to any standard system. 

@ Prices from $12.00 to $200.00. 


Meriden Zompany, Silversmiths 


INTERNATIONAL SILVER CO., Successor 


GENUINE OLD 
BRANDIES MADE 
FROM WINE 

















Sole Agents 
G.S. NICHOLAS &CO. 
New York 
























FACTORIES: Meriden, Conn. 218 FIFTH AVENUE, cor. 26Tx st. 
CANADA FACTORY: Hamilton, Ontario MADISON sQuaARE, NEW YORK 




































The 
“Tepoyssey 









Drawings and Text by Otho Cushing 


The Rooseveltian Saga in Homeric Form 


The Severely Classic Style of the Drawings and Their Heroic Narrative Form Will Recommend. Them to 
Students of the Past and Present 


Bound in Boards with Illustrated Cover. Thirty-two Large Pages 
$/.00 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 17 West Thirty-first Street, New York City 
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JEANNE d’R d'‘OILYANS. No. 1—THE VISIONARY 
“VOICES”? URGE LA FUSELLE TO DRIVE OUT COMPETITION AND MAKE TRUST THE KING 


Out of the Mouths of Croakers 


N IDOL-HAUNTED Babylon, Then Rome upon her seven hills So, down the page of History 
Where kings were drunk with power, Made free with gilded pomp. A finger ve may draw— 
Where pagans worshipped wood and stone The Plebs were wont to pay the bills The plainest-minded child can see 
And falsehood was in flower, And let the Senate romp, A certain moral law. 
A Prophet turned his warnings loose Until a Teacher in the throng The Nations, choked with wine and meat, 
And Moloch’s panders chid, Amid the Forum hid Who into coma slid, 
“This town is going to the deuce” — And cried, “This town is going wrong!” Were billed to take a backward seat— 
(It did.) (It did.) (And did.) 





In Athens of the marble shrines, The gold of nations glozed the court And if some Croaker’s voice shall call, 
When vice was in its day, Of Louis’s royal blood “This Nation is undone— 

When Sophists dropped their silken lines Who, slaying peasantry for sport, Because of Sin your stones shall fall] 
And Luxury held sway, Cried, “After us the flood!” Like Rome and Babylon!” 

A Prophet preached his decalogues And lo! a Thinker, boiling hot, Let us not, too, unheeding lapse 
And Fools to Wisdom bid, A King to Justice bid, Before his boding plaint. 

“This town is going to the dogs” — “Your throne is going to the pot” — Perhaps he’s right—and then, perhaps, 
(It did.) (It did.) (He ain’t.) Wallace Irwin. 




























” While there is Life there’s Hope.” 


~ OCTOBER 24, 1907, 
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T SEEMS that the 
House of Bishops in the 
recent General Epis- 
copal Convention at 
Richmond rejected the 
resolution offered by 
Bishop Doane to the 
effect that the ceremony 
of marriage in the Epis- 
copal Church should be 
denied to per- 
sons having 
living hus- 
bands or wives 
from whom 
they had been 
divorced. The 
Bishops were unwilling to go further than 
they went at the Boston convention three 
years ago when they made the rule re- 
quiring a minister to secure the sanction 
of his Bishop, or ecclesiastical superior, 
before performing the marriage ceremony 
for any divorced person. To our mind it 
would be inexpedient for the Episcopal 
Church to go further than that, in putting 
difficulties in the way of “innocent 
parties.” 

Bishop Doane, as is well known, is an 
enthusiastic objector to divorce, and 
would, no doubt, be glad to abolish it 
altogether. We observe an interesting 
disparity of opinion in this matter be- 
tween him and Miss Lillian Russell, who 
lately issued (so the papers say) a signed 
statement on marriage and divorce. Her 
opinion, as thus set forth, is that the 
marriage contract should not be per- 
manent, because two people do not really 
know one another until they have been 
married, and if on fuller acquaintance 
they wish to back out we ought to let 
them. Divorce, Miss Russell thinks, is 
one of the greatest blessings in the world 
to-day. Yet, apparently, it is not so com- 
prehensive and effectual a blessing as it 
should be, for she thinks that the present 
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state of affairs is deplorable and that nine 
marriages out of ten are unhappy. Still 
she would not have marriage abolished. 
She would mend it somehow, for the 
system as it now is she finds to be faulty. 
She thinks that if women did not feel 
that they were obliged to marry there 
would be no unhappy marriages. 

Miss Russell is a woman of extensive 
marital experience—much more extensive 
than Bishop Doane’s. ‘There does not 
seem to be much prospect that she and 
the Bishop of Albany will ever see quite 
eye to eye in this matter. Yet though she 
must have a vastly more thorough prac- 
tical knowledge of divorce than the 
Bishop has, and though she proclaims it 
a glorious mitigation of matrimony, while 
the Bishop abhors it, we must not be too 
ready to be sure that she is right. Quality 
of judgment as well as experience must 
be considered in estimating the value of 
any opinion. Miss Russell thinks worse 
of marriage than we do. Her estimate 
that nine marriages out of ten are un- 
happy is quite erroneous and misleading. 
It would be true in a way to say that all 
marriages are unhappy, because nobody 
is perfectly happy, not even the best 
married people in the world. No mar- 
riage can be expected to yield perfect 
bliss, but if, on the whole, it improves the 
condition and increases the happiness of 
the parties to it and benefits society, it is 
a good marriage. Most marriages do 
that. Most marriages are, all things con- 
sidered, successful. Nothing like nine 
married people out of ten wish to part. 
Not nine out of a hundred seem so dis- 
posed. Either Miss Russell is of too 
sanguine a nature to be reliable as a 
statistician or else her field of observation 
has not been one from which deductions 
of general application could safely be 
drawn. Somewhere between Miss 
Russell’s opinion that marriage should be 
experimental and Bishop Doane’s pre- 
scription of celibacy for the divorced is a 
position on which law and gospel and 
common sense may all find footing. 
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— the recent inquiries into the 
present difficulties and past experi- 
ences of the street railroads of New York, 
our neighbor, the Times, lately said: 
The testimony of Mr. Brady before the 
Public Service Commission on Tuesday in- 












volves the honesty of a number of men well 
known in this community, engaged for years 
in the promotion and operation of the great 
street railways, and possessed of very great 


power and influence. On the face of the 
transaction as Mr. Brady describes it, the 
action of these men comes, so far as the lay 
mind can interpret it, within the language 
of the Criminal Code. 

The Times goes on to quote the section 
of the Code (Sec. 528) which seems to 
apply, and which provides that folks who 
deprive true owners of their property and 
appropriate it to the takers’ use are 
guilty of larceny. 

It is very disturbing to have men well 
known in the community and possessed 
of great power and influence subjected 
to this very close inspection in the courts 
to see whether this or that process which 
they used in acquiring property was lar- 
cenous. When a cop nabs a pickpocket 
we don’t mind; that is natural. But this 
nabbing of “‘men of very great power and 
influence” gives one sensations in the pit 
of the stomach, such as one has in an 
elevator when it takes a sudden plunge 
downward. 

Two corporations that stand for the 
ownership of New York street railways 
have been turned over to receivers and 
the courts are trying to find out what the 
matter was. The gist of the trouble is, as 
everybody knows, that these exceedingly 
valuable properties have been milked so 
many times, and watered so profusely 
after each milking, that they have come 
to be too weak to stagger on any longer 
under their enormous burden of obliga- 
tions. 

It is a nauseating story; not news at 
all, except as to detail, but brought home 
as powerfully as though it were news, be- 
cause it comes out in court in a form that 
brings it to the notice of the public and of 
the law. Whether some of the later milk- 
ers and waterers have so exceeded their 
lawful privileges of extraction as to be in 
danger of going to jail, we do not know, 
nor whether there is any possibility of 
getting back into the roads any part of 
the nourishment that has been lifted out 
of them. But itis all a sour, sad, sordid, 
rancid tale, and will be followed, no 
doubt, by the usual aftermath of disgust, 
remorse and nervous prostration. - 

Not the least mischief of this new 
crop of scandals is its tendency to scare 
off from New York’s transit problem 
all the men best qualified to solve it: 
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THE DAY JONAH MOVED OUT 

















Our Fresh Air Fund 


OLLOWING is a list of contribu- 

tions to this charity received since 
our yearly report in issue of September 
26th, 1907. ‘The five thousand dollars 
given in memory of Marion Story, being 
treated as a permanent fund, is not in- 
cluded in this list: 


SE ciate dneenedetonesbemeree ne $1,208 30 
en eet dabiewaraded nvednasunwee 10 00 
2 a Se a a ae 5 00 
DE Fis Pisevcsencsccssces 3 00 
Margaret Hamlin Taylor.............. 4 00 
May, Sallie and Helen................. I5 00 
CF,  scwsviiccwoteecwsdvasewns 5 00 
EE Sabin bd eens aaweebaeuenns 50 00 
Proceeds of fair given by Willing Work- 

ers’ Club, of Glen Cove, L. I., on Sep- 

tember 5, 1907 (Louise Tiffany Frank, 

president; Joan Fletcher, Constance 

Fahys, Elizabeth Carrington Frank, 

Louise Harkness, Ruth Handy, Laura 

Parsons, Mollie Parsons, Philippa 

COED... dons coscepewesescescaneses 252 43 
Karl Philip Doerr and sister .. ........- 10 00 








$1,652 82 


He HAT has the Dingley Law 
done ?”’ cries a New England edi- 
tor. The answer is easy. Everybody. 








A BRIDGE PROBLEM 
Mrs. Stutters ; P-P—P-PL-EASE PL—PL-—A-AY 


Another 


Walter E. Brown, seven years old, of 228 Ninety- 
third Street, Brooklyn, was vaccinated about two 
weeks ago at the office of the Board of Health, in order 
to attend the public school. His father, Charles 
Brown, had strongly objected to the vaccination. Two 
days later the child’s arm began to swell. Dr. George 
Burney, of 21 Seventh Avenue, was called in. He said 
that the boy was suffering from blood poisoning due 
to the use of poor vaccine. The boy died on Monday. 

Dr. Burney refused yesterday to sign the death cer- 
tificate, declaring that it was an outrage that such a 
thing should occur.—New York Times, 





HIS is one of many cases 
hundreds of cases. 

As a satire on individual rights, com- 
pulsory vaccination is a success. That a 
healthy child should be inoculated with 
the germs of a filthy disease against the 
wishes and the bet- 


of many 
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Couldn't Behave 


N THE steamboat fleet that went down 

the Mississippi with the President, the 
one boat that misbehaved was the Hart- 
weg. She crowded the President’s boat 
and made that officer so mad that he 
telegraphed to have her master’s license 
suspended. 

But after all, what could you expect? 
The papers said : “The Hartweg carried 
the Pittsburg delegation.”” No doubt the 
master did his best to live up to his load. 


" AMMA, have you any objection to 

my going to the woman’s club?” 

“But, my dear, you don’t need it yet. 
Wait until you are married.” 





ter judgment of his 
parents may be a 
victory for certain 
doctors, but it is a > 
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gruesome joke on 


the thinking public. THE 


EVOLUTION OF A HONK 
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Who Would Make the Worst President—and Why ? 





24 
N READING LIFE, as always, first, 
These headlines met my eye: 
“Who would make the very worst 
President—and why?” 


The answer must be short and prompt; 
The typewriter must print it; 

My name must be in black and white; 
My photograph may hint it. 


It doesn’t take me long to tell— 
Now, Lire, will you agree? 
I know I’d make the very worst, 
’Cause I’m @ woman—See? 
K. G. B. 


No. 25 

HE Editor of Lire, of course. Any- 
body who has read ‘“‘Sanctum Talks” 
must realize how lightly he regards the 
men who have acquired most of the cash 
and everything else that is not nailed 
down in this country. Why, the Editor of 
LirE would scarcely hang up his other 
shirt in the White House until he would 
order an addition built to every jail in 
the country in order to accommodate the 
members of the “System.” And then 
what would become of the “business 
interests ?’? How would the poor people 
get rid of their money? Trade would cer- 
tainly suffer. And what would become 
of the tariff? Do you think the Editor of 
LiFe would stand for a tariff on iron and 
steel that enabled one little Scotch gentle- 
man to accumulate four hundred and 
fifty millions of dollars in thirty years? 
No, he would certainly abolish the tariff 
and that would abolish the Pittsburg 
millionaires; and then what would the 
country do for its regular daily scandal ? 
The divorce industry would certainly 
perish and there would be no one to lead 
our downtrodden chorus girls to the altar. 
Yes, the worst President we could have 





Fame 


R. EDMUND CLARENCE 
STEDMAN has expressed 
his serious concern lest some 
very eminent Americans 
should be excluded from the 
New York Hall of Fame. 
He thinks that the board of electors, 
whose duty it is to decide whether a man 
shall be famous or forgotten, have done 
wrong in consigning Cooper and Poe to 
oblivion. Mr. Henry James tells us, it is 
true, that ‘‘an enthusiasm for Poe is the 
mark of a decidedly primitive stage of re- 
flection,” and perhaps the electors have a 
sensitive dread of being thought primi- 
tive; but, on the other hand, we hear that 
Cooper drew from Balzac ‘‘roars of pleas- 
ure and admiration,” and that should 
hearten us immensely. Chancellor Mac- 
Cracken, the chairman of the board, is 
formulating a plan which will enable its 
members to exchange opinions as to a 
candidate’s fitness for immortality; and 
we are bidden to hope that the election of 
1g10 will replace “The Raven” and 





“The Bells” on the list of school recita- 
tions. 

It is hard work marking the boundary 
lines of fame. There have arisen in Eng- 
land critics who think the recent burst of 
enthusiasm over Mark Twain was a trifle 
overdone; who are asking sourly if “A 
Yankee at the Court of King Arthur” 
represents Oxford’s cherished ideals ; and 
who are wondering why a seat of learning 
(we presume Oxford is a seat of learning) 
passed by a score of American scholars to 
bestow her highest honors on our great 
American joker. At the same time, that 
lively satirist, Mrs. John Lane, expresses 
in the Fortnightly Review a suspicion 
that England—like America—is over 
liberal in the matter of erecting statues, 
in turning parks and streets into Halls of 
Fame for her very respectable sons, 
whose names—when spelled out on their 
pedestals—convey no recognition to the 
speller’s mind. 

Happily no one is the better or the 
worse for these discriminating tokens of 
regard. It is a grand thing to be carved 


He seems 


would be the Editor of Lire. 
to have a notion that the rich man should 
be made to obey the law just the same as 
the poor man, and, of course, that is 
absurd. Tom T. MytLer. 


26 

EARING that Lire is holding a 

Presidential election, I hasten to 
cast my vote. I have given the matter 
prayerful consideration, and by the pro- 
cess of elimination I feel confident that I 
have found the very worst. I give you my 
complete list of available candidates in 
the correct order, the last being the worst, 
and the first being the best, but remem- 
ber that the last is‘my one best bet. 
Mark Twain Thomas W. Lawson 
Wm. R. Hearst Big Tim Sullivan 
Pat McCarren Little Tim Sullivan 
Richard Croker John L. Sullivan 
John D. Rockefeller Laura Jean Libbey 
Bill Devery Chas. F. Murphy 
Tim Woodruff T. C. Platt 
Eugene V. Debs C. M. Depew 

Bill Tweed 
Why would Bill Tweed make the 

worst? Because he is dead. 
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in stone, and have sparrows housekeeping 
on your head, but it won’t make the 
world remember you. It is a hard thing 
to be turned down by a board of electors 
from a Hall of Fame, but it won’t make 
the world forget you. Perhaps Mr. Sted- 
man takes too much to heart a matter of 
no great significance. Agnes Repplier. 





Prodigal: FATHER, I HAVE COME HOME 
TO DIE! 

“CONFOUND YOU, HAVEN’T YOU COST ME 
ENOUGH ALREADY WITHOUT ADDING THE 
EXPENSE OF A FUNERAL?” 
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The Boy President 


Or Rollo in the White House 


VII. 


Constitutional Law 


HE next morning, at the first peep of dawn, Rollo went out upon 

the deck to walk ten miles before breakfast and his uncle accom- 
panied him, somewhat reluctantly. Though the Secretary’s slight 
indisposition of the previous day had passed away, he felt disin- 


clined to taking violent exercise before breakfast, but the 
Boy President’s legs paced over the deck with the greatest 
possible vigor. His eye was clear and his mind was as clear 
as his eye; the mighty engine was at work. 

“Uncle George,” said he, “‘you must be a very rich man. 
You are a selfish old bachelor and one of the guilty parties in 
that race suicide which I have so violently condemned, and be- 
sides, ma says you are as close as the bark of a tree. How did 
you make your money, Uncle George?” 

“‘T was a merchant,” replied Mr. George. 

“Did you send your goods all over the States of the Union ?” 
asked Rollo. 

“td.” 

“Then,” said Rollo, ‘‘you were engaged in interstate com- 
merce and it is most unlikely that you can escape indictment. 
Did you ever receive a rebate from a railway company?” 

Mr. George surveyed his long commercial career with his 
mind’s eye and was silent. 

“Will you please arswer my question?” insisted Rollo. 

“Well, sir,” replied Mr. George, reluctantly, “it may be 
possible that a rebate was from time to time given and accepted, 
but never by me; such matters were far beneath my notice and 
were attended to by underlings in my employ.” 

“Uncle George,” said Rolio, ‘“‘you may have been a rebater 
without knowing it, but now I have the greatest pleasure in 
informing you that you are a frank and honest man. Yet, on 
further reflection, it seems to me that you paid little attention 
to the details of your business and I am surprised that you 
were able to prosper at it; but we shall for the moment drop 
this subject of rebates and take up that enormous fortune 
which you have gained in Interstate Commerce. Now, since 
Congress has the power to regulate Interstate Commerce and 
since your fortune is the produce of such commerce, it seems 
clear that Congress has the right to regulate your fortune.” 

“‘And,” said Mr. George, “‘the regulation of my fortune by 
Congress will have the same effect upon it that an April sun 
has upon a snowbank.” 

‘Allow me to tell you that large fortunes are nuisances to 
civilization and to the Republic,” said Rollo, “and it seems to 
me that their regulation by Congress is demanded by the signs 
of the times and by the voice of an outraged people.” 

“‘But,” said Mr. George, ‘‘a very big fortune has the same 
basis for its support as a small competency, and if you knock 
out this common basis I do not see why a man should wish to 
lay up provision for his family.” 

“Well,” said Rollo, “‘I am after the big fortunes. I cannot 
stop to consider trifling details. If I don’t do something about 
it by the use of newspaper headlines and Special Messages, 









eo! 


= 
MUI MW 
} | 


“Flow did you make your money?” 


these fortunes will keep on growing. Already their possessors 
have arranged the channels of trade and commerce so that 
through their special pipe-lines all the milk and honey of the 
country flows constantly into their special cisterns, so it seems 
to me absolutely necessary that Congress should as soon as 
possible take charge of the pipe-lines and regulate the cisterns 
by putting the whole thing under the charge of the Interstate 
Commerce Commissioners.” 

“But,” said Mr. George, ‘I understand that the Interstate 
Commerce Commissioners are kept pretty busy now fixing 
rates for the railways. They must be very wonderful men, Mr. 
President, for I am told that the schedules for last autumn’s 
rates for the railways which were sent to them for revision 
weighed more than fifty tons.” 

“There you are,” said Rollo, ‘heaping up difficulties and 
making it harder for me. Now, look here, Uncle George, this 
is the way that I look at my position. Every one admits that 
there are great evils to be attacked. Now, I attack them. 
There are all kinds of obstacles in my path, but I thrust them 
aside. If the Interstate Commerce Commissioners have to 
work nights and Sundays and if their task is very hard, still 
these great monsters of corporations which should be the 
People’s servants are checked in their rapacity. I am giving 
the people a square deal, trust me for that.” 

“Have you ever thought of having Congress pass Federal 
game laws?” asked Mr. George. 

“That is a thing I have considered,” said Rollo, ‘“‘and I 
have just consulted the Attorney-General on the subject. It is 
known that a law regulating migratory game would be consti- 
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Mr. George craned his neck in every direction, but nowhere could 
he discern a sail 


tutional under the power given Congress to regulate Interstate 
Commerce.” 

“‘Ah,” said Mr. George, “I can see the distinction and in 
the division of authority it seems to be fitting that the State 
should regulate the woodchuck and the nation the woodcock. 
But there is another subject which has been troubling me still 
further. I can see a stronger reason for the passage of a Federal 
Divorce Law. I am, as you know, a man of the strictest morals 
and the utmost respectability, and I am much pained by the 
prevailing looseness of the marriage tie and by the flippant 
manner in which both men and women seek the courts of 
South Dakota, where justice winks a lenient eye on those who 
are tired out by the shackles of matrimony; and still further, 
I understand that the same person in our confusion of laws 
who, while in New Jersey may be a lady of the greatest re- 
spectability, on crossing the ferry to New York City may lose 
her character, and it seems to me that something must be done 
to stop this confusion of laws and to make character a posses- 
sion which is more likely to stick to one. But,” said Mr. 
George, “‘I am told that there is no clause in the Constitution 
which will enable Congress to regulate divorces.”’ 

“Ah, Uncle George,” said Rollo, “‘you are off your trolley 
there.” 

“You surprise me, Mr. President,” said Mr. George. 
“Does not the Constitution,” said Rollo, “‘say that ‘The 
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Congress shall have power to make rules concerning captures 
on land and sea?’” 

“‘How very clever,” said Mr. George. ‘“‘The Constitution 
is a wonderful instrument. It is as elastic as Charity. In 
old days, those who construed it were called Expounders 
witness for instance the mighty Daniel Webster; to-day they 
should be called Expanders. Why, just think of it, under 
this Constitution the Porto Ricans are the property of the 
United States, just like the chairs in the Capitol or the shrubs 
on the White House grounds’”’—— 

“Sail ho!” interrupted Rollo. 

Mr. George craned his neck in every direction, but nowhere 
could he discern a sail. On turning round to make further in- 
quiries of the Boy President, he was astonished to find that 
he was no longer on the deck, so Mr. George continued his 
constitutional. John T. Wheelwright. 

(To be continued) 


Please, Mr. Meyer, Say —— 


HE Hon. George von L.. Meyer may be a good Postmaster- 

General; we hope he is. But his new two-cent stamped 

envelopes are not as yet any credit to him, nor to the depart- 
ment of which he is the head. 

They have not a tithe of the style of the envelopes they 
supersede. 

The color of the stamp is a muddy magenta—a deplorable 
color. There have been troublesome delays about getting 
these envelopes, poor as they are. That is chiefly because there 
is a new contractor. But when they tell you at the office that 
you won’t get the envelopes you order until there are enough 
coming your way to make a car-load lot, that delay seems 
vexatious. 

Another new vexation—they won’t print your street and 
number and city on the ordered envelopes without printing 
your name. After doing it for generations, the department 
has suddenly discovered that the street and number without 
the name is an insufficient address. 

Oh, come! 

New contractor, new design, new delays, new rules, and all, 
apparently, pretty poor. 


This Week's Cartoon 
OMETHING over a year ago Lire offered prizes amount- 
ing to thirty-five hundred dollars for the best illustra- 
tions of twelve familiar quotations. Two hundred and fifty 
dollars was offered for the best illustration of each quotation 
and five hundred dollars as an additional prize for the best 
of the twelve drawings. 
The cartoon which appears in this issue of Lirr, illustrating 
Pope’s ‘‘Hope springs eternal in the human breast,” drawn by 
Mr. Malcolm Stewart, of Fort Washington, Pa., was the winner 


of the two prizes. 


An Elastic Standard 
ONTRIBUTOR: Has that poem any merit? 
Epiror: Oh, yes. If it hadn’t, I would throw you out 
of the window. But it is good enough to permit you to steal 
quietly down the back stairs. 
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GOING TO MRS. JONES, 





A Disappointing Effort 
IONS and mice do not grow on every bush, a fact that 
\, Mr. Charles Klein, the author of “The Lion and the 
Mouse,”’ doubtless realized before the final curtain 
went down on the first performance of his new effort, 
“*The Step-Sister.”” The earlier play was such a cogent 
and convincing story, so strong and compelling in the 
sequence of its events, that one wonders how so wander- 
ing and disjointed a product as the present one could 
come from the same pen. 

‘The Step-Sister” seems to be a study in weak characters. 
Naturally they do not get anywhere of their own momentum and 
even the two supposedly strong ones—Mr. Klein’s despicable 
millionaire number two and the young man who has been his tool 
in money-making schemes—do not achieve what they set out todo. 
At the finish the first is left with his plans in the air and the second 
secures the girl of his choice only because she finally does the 





“l’VE COME TO GIVE NOTICE, MA’AM.” 
“INDEED?” 
“AND WOULD YOUSE GIVE ME A GOOD REFERENCE, MA’AM? I’M 


ACROSS THE WAY.” 
I HATE THAT WOMAN.” 


“THE BEST IN THE WORLD, MAGGIE. 
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proposing. Which of the two step-sisters gives the play its name 
is a matter of doubt and not of great mament, for neither of them 
is drawn with truth. One is a termagant infatuated with an im- 
possible Frenchman; the other a colorless and blameless, young 
person who blunders into doing the thing that saves her stupid 
father and mother from the remarkable black-hand tyranny of 
the married couple. The other characters are a dependent, help- 
less through fear; a broker’s clerk, the victim of drink, and a very 
devilish adventuress without enough knowledge of the adventuress 
business to get candy away from a sick baby. The hero is the 
millionaire’s tool, and to show how efficient an individual he was 
it is only necessary to state that after having seconded and been 
apparent principal in the old rapscallion’s plans he was able at the 
end of seven years to clean up only ten thousand dollars for him- 
self. At the end of the play even this paltry sum was lost in the 
shuffle, it not appearing distinctly whether the Frenchman got 
away with it or the bad sister tucked it away in her lingerie. 

This summary may not give a very distinct idea of just what 
Mr. Klein was driving at, but it is probably almost as distinct as 
the impression the first-night audience carried away. In its 
earlier stages the play gave hints foreshadowing possibilities like 
those of “The Lion and the Mouse,” but instead of growing 
stronger the plot waxed weaker and weaker and weaker. To 
keep one’s auditors my stified as to the outcome of a plot is an 
unusual achievement in these knowing days, but it is a creditable 
accomplishment only when the plot really develops into some- 
thing of moment. In “The Step-Sister” the mystification was 
only a sell. The something of stirring interest which was to 
justify the rather paltry family squabbles never happened. In 
fact, Mr. Klein, instead of progressing in the dramatist’s art, 
appears to have taken a step backward toward amateurishness in 
matter and method. 

The play was given an excellent mounting and a cast of well- 




























Bruce McRae is a 
clean-cut young actor with considerable dis- 
tinction and made the hero an attractive 
personality up to the point where the author 


known names. Mr. 


made him an ass. Chrystal Herne, as the 
good sister, showed no advance in her work. 
In her delivery an occasional sentence de- 
livered naturally, without panting and with- 
out overemphasis, would be a relief, as 
would a little less constant acting. Grace 
Filkins did the unsympathetic part of the 
shrewish sister with artistic conscientious- 
ness. Mr. Ralph Delmore was thoroughly 
in character as a very harsh millionaire, 
and Mr. C. Leslie Allen faithfully depicted 
one of those crushed speculators of which 
present conditions in Wall Street are likely 
to produce a bountiful crop. Mathilde 
Cottrelly did a charming bit of portrayal 
as the affectionately weak mother of the 
warring sisters. The drunken clerk was 
neatly and discreetly acted by Mr. George 
Wright. 

The swing of the pendulum should make 
Mr. Klein’s next play a stronger and better 
one in every particular than is “The Step- 
Sister.” 

* # * 

ROGRAMS in New York theatres are 

better printed than they were a short 
time since, but the things the spectator 
wants to know are still buried in a mass of 
cheap advertisements. The neat four-page 
program in use at the Garrick is just what 
they should all be. 
* * * 
OR several years such won- 
ders have been worked at 
Weber’s Music Hall, in the way 
of strengthening pieces which were 
weak at first, that possibly the present 
“Hip! Hip! Hooray” may be vivified 
into a success. It would be almost a 
miracle, however, if anything could be done 
with such a colorless and commonplace 
foundation. Ofallthe former glories the only 
thing remaining is Mr. Weber’s own amusing 
personality, if we except the ladies of the 
chorus, many of whose faces and forms have 
a reminiscent look. The new recruits to Mr. 
Weber’s forces are none of them noteworthy 
in renown or accomplishment and the mate- 
rial put at their disposal fails to awaken en- 
thusiasm or merriment in the audience. 

Weber’s has so long held a place pecul- 
iarly its own on the amusement-seeker’s 
map that to have it disappear through lack 
of the usual kind of entertainment and the 
right persons to present it would be a real 
deprivation to a large section of the public 
that counted Weber’s a sure resource in 
their pursuit of joy. 

* * * 
NOTHER county heard from. This 
time it is Pittsburg that’s tasting the 
quality of the Theatrical Trust’s methods. 


‘Laer o * 


Some folks think Pittsburg a pretty bad 
place and deserving of everything that can 
happen to it. That is entirely beside the 
question, because Pittsburg is not the only 
town that has suffered, and there is no geo- 
graphical limit on the greed of the Theat- 
rical Trust. 

In response to the numerous inquiries that have 
come to this department and the indignant protests 
that have been made, it is only fair to say that the 
shift of Mr. E. H. Sothern’s engagement to the 
Duquesne Theatre is a calm and deliberate attempt 
on the part of the theatrical magnates to profit 
through a vaudeville show at the expense of the 
patrons of the drama in Pittsburg. There are no 
contracts in existence that make it necessary for Mr. 
Sothern’s only Pittsburg appearance to take place in 
a small, out-of-the-way, uncomfortable theatre where 
fifty-cent vaudeville has been a dire failure. This 
department fully agrees with an indignant correspond- 
ent and an admirer of Mr. Sothern that the whole 
It is well to say 


‘ ’ 


business is ‘a shameful outrage.’ 
that Mr. Sothern himself did not know of this pro- 
posed indignity to him and affront to the intelligent 
theatre-goers of Pittsburg until Saturday night last 
at midnight. 

So long as the intelligent theatre-goers of Pitts- 
burg will submit without protest to this juggling with 
their comfort, their safety and their convenience, just 
The Sothern engagement was 
There’s where it ought to 


so long will it last. 
booked for the Nixon. 
have stayed. Mr. Sothern is the leading actor in 
America. He will be in Pittsburg but once this 
season and will be compelled to present his massive 
plays on a stage so narrow and inadequate that their 
effectivenesS*will be spoiled, while his admirers must 
crowd into a small theatre without lobbies of sufficient 
size, The reason for all this, as far as we are able to 
see, is that a music-hall singer who comprises the chief 
item of a vaudeville bill, most of which has been seen 
here time and time again, shall preempt the leading 
theatre, built under a promise that it was to be 
Pittsburg’s “ pride’’’ and the one exclusively first 
class house in the city. —Pittsburg Gazette- Times. 

At the present rate of progress it won’t 
be very long before the Theatrical Trust will 
decide that it will be more profitable to de- 
vote the Metropolitan Opera House to vau- 
deville, and, going by precedent, New York’s 
opera lovers will be sent down to The Dewey 
or over to Miner’s Eighth Avenue Theatre 
to enjoy their favorite amusement. 

ok * * 
HE tickets for Mr. Belasco’s new Stuy- 


vesant Theatre are models of what 


theatre-tickets should be. They are not only 
handsomely and legibly printed on good 
material, but they carry the information as 
to the location of the theatre and time of 
afternoon and evening performances, which 
is too often conspicuous by its absence. 
Metcalje. 





Academy of Music—Last week of “‘ The Old Home- 
stead.” This may also be the last appearance in 
New York of Mr. Denman Thompson in his famous 
New England character, Uncle Josh Whitcomb. 
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Astor—“‘A Yankee Tourist.” Amusing musical 
version of “The Gallopers,” with Mr. Raymond 
Hitchcock as the star. 

Belasco—‘‘ The Rose of the Rancho.” Interesting 
drama, exquisitely mounted and well acted. 

Bijou—Mme. Nazimova in Ibsen’s ‘‘ The Master 
Builder,” excellently supported by Mr. Walter 
Hampden and competent company. 

Casino—‘ The Gay White Way.” 
review of recent theatrical successes. 
well mounted. 

Criterion—“‘The Dairymaids. English musical 
comedy. Fairly amusing, but rather coarse in its fun. 

Daly’s—“ The Great Divide.”” Emotional American 

lay, well performed by Margaret Anglin, Mr. Henry 
Miller and good cast. 

Empire—Mr. John Drew, Billie Burke, Mr. 
Ferdinand Gottschalk and competent company in 
“My Wife.” Diverting farcical comedy from the 
French, 

Garden—Puccini’s ‘‘ Madame Butterfly” in Eng- 
lish. Pretty story most agreeably musicated. 

Garrick—“ The Step-Sister,” by Mr. Charles Klein. 
See opposite. 

Hackett—* When Knights Were Bold.” Farcical 
treatment of a mix-up of modern and medieval times 
with Mr. Francis Wilson in the lead. 

Herald Square—Mr. Lew Fields and company in 
“The Girl Behind the Counter.”” Clever and very 
well staged musica] farce. 

Hippodrome—Gorgeous spectacle, ballet and good 
circus acts. 

Keith and Proctor’s Theatres—Stock companies and 
vaudeville, changing from week to week. 


Practically a 
Not clever, but 


” 
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Lincoln Square—Aborn Opera Company in reper 
tory of light opera. 

Lyric—Bertha Kalich in Mr. Percy 
“Sappho and Phaon.” Notice later. 

Majestic—‘The Top o’ th’ World.” 
later, 

Stuyvesant—Mr. Belasco’s new theatre, with Mr. 
David Warfield in a new play entitled ‘‘ The Grand 
Army Man.” Notice next week. 

Weber’s—“ Hip! Hip! Hooray!’ 

West End Opera House 
well-known plays. 


Mac kaye’s 


Notice 
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See above. 


Traveling companies in 
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“IN WHAT CIRCUS DID YOU ACQUIRE ALL 


THIS ACROBATIC SKILL?” 
“NEVER SAW A CIRCUS—THIS 
THE FAMILY.” 


RUNS 


IN 











OHN GALSWORTHY, who has followed The Island 

Pharisees and The Man of Property with a third study of 
contemporary English life called The Country House, exhibits 
in his work the characteristics of a keen but habitually silent 
observer whose conversation, once he is moved to speech, is 
entertaining, full of point, and graced by the indefinable 
assurance of personality. Moved by both the impulses and the 
intention of the satirist, he is seldom either smart or bitter; and 
while his picture of the Pendyces, their friends, relations, aims 
and ambitions, is not so much a good novel as that the chap- 
ters which compose it are “‘good stuff,” The Country House 
should not be overlooked by any to whom the chief end of 
fiction is not “‘the story.” 


The volume of biographical articles—one hesitates to call 
them essays—upon eleven Famous Painters of America which 
we owe to the industry of J. Walker McSpadden, is so unusually 
well dressed and so evidently well intentioned, it buttonholes 
us with such ingenuous assurance of having something to say, 
that one instinctively hates to be rude to it. Yet the book is 
utterly sterile. It is an example of biography by accretion; the 
adding of a few data to a few dates and sprinkling the com- 
pound with a few anecdotes. It is one of the books that the 
general reader will take up in the hope of self improvement 
and then wonder at the slowness of the process. 


The Exploits of Arséne Lupin, a series of clever stories 
translated from the French of Maurice Leblanc, are interesting 
as a legitimate and, in places, a singularly effective variation 
upon the formal lines of the detective story proper. This 
variation is in fact a reversal, since Lupin is a thief instead of 
a thief taker and succeeds by forestalling the conclusions of his 
pursuers, instead of by reconstructing the course of a quarry. 
And moreover he compels our belief in his skill through re- 
peatedly fooling us by the identical trick of applied psychology 
with which he deludes his victims. 


Charles Henry Lea’s notable A History of the Inquisition of 
Spain, summarizing the results of valuable original research 
in the Spanish and Roman archives, is fittingly completed by 
the recent publication of the fourth volume. In this the author 
concludes his study of the various secondary fields into which 
the Holy Office successively extended its jurisdiction and 
adds, in conclusion, a retrospect of the entire work and a 
critical summing up. Apart from-the specific facts which 
Mr. Lea has set in order for our enlightenment, he has, as 
his real achievement, reconstructed for us the temper and 
temperament of the times, and thus enabled us, tentatively at 
least, to study the Inquisition from its subjective side. 


In an acceptable volume of critical papers and papers upon 
criticism entitled Inquiries and Opinions, Brander Matthews 
offers us the blended value and charm of his sanity and his 
polish. Himself a wise and unremitting defender of artistic 
technique, he has not neglected to develop his own; and to all 
who bring, or who desire to bring, something of descriminative 
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judgment to the appreciation of literature, his modest but 
undeviating loyalty to the fundamentals of art should be a help. 


Symbolism, at least in its cultivated form, is a plant which 
appears to be ungrowable in America. One occasionally finds 
it blooming wild, but, under glass, it is more than an exotic, 
it is a failure. We notice two specimens in the recent fiction. 
One is Mr. Upton Sinclair’s “literary fragment,” The Over- 
man. This is an attempt to put into words one of those ecstatic 
conceptions of personal spiritism which most imaginative and 
mercurial people are, upon occasion, conscious of. But the 
presentation is so clumsily contrived that those who under- 
stand it at all will be mainly conscious of its inadequacy. 


The other is The House of the Vampire, by George Sylvester 

Viereck ; a would-be horrible tale of a gentleman who used to 
’ 

invite budding geniuses to visit him in order that, at night, he 
might suck literary masterpieces from their brains. One im- 
agines that the story is meant to be a sort of verbal orchid, 
beautiful but gruesome. As a matter of fact Mr. Viereck’s 
language has all the tropical Juxuriance of an imitation rubber 
plant and his only convincing t»uch is an authentic odor of 
decay. J. B. Kerfoot. 

The Country House, by John Galsworthy. (G.P. Putnam’s Sons. $1.50.) 

Famous Painters cf America, by J. Walker McSpadden. (T. Y. Crowell and 
Company. $2.50.) 

The Exploits of Arsene Lupin, by Maurice Leblanc. (Harper and Brothers. 
$1.25.) 

A History oj the Inquisition of Spain, by Charles Henry Lea. (The Macmillan 
Company. Four volumes, $2.50 each.) 

Inguiries and Opinions, by Brander Matthews. (Charles Scribner’s Sons.) 

The Overman, by Upton Sinclair. (Doubleday, Page and Company. $0.50.) 

The House oj the Vampire, by George Sylvester Viercck. (Moffat, Yard and 
Company. $1.25.) 


OW shall I know Miss Hughes if I see her?” 
“Oh, you won’t have any trouble; she is the only girl 
in the hotel who has Yale eyes and a Harvard complexion.” 





‘“*When I found he’d left me in the lurch, 
Lord!! How it did upset me.” 
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A REWARD OF CHARITY 


Notwithstanding the firmness of his tanned skin, which could 
be seen peeping out through the rents and tears of his ragged 
clothes, one felt at a glance that he was noimpostor. The half- 
starved look in his eyes and his sunken cheeks betokened the 
want of nourishment. 


Raymond, 


attention to him and 
passed him by, singing Spanish love-songs amidst hearty plaudits 
Would they all leave the poor boy to die 
of starvation on the road ? 


The crowd, however, paid but little 


and peals of laughter. 
From out all the throng only three young girls stopped and 


gazed upon him, 
cheeked and not more than twenty years of age. 


They were fresh to look upon, plump, rosy 
They paused, 
The 
The next 


and gradually their laughter gave place to looks of pity. 
“Thank you,” 


30d will reward you,” 


eldest girl gave him one real. he said. 


girl gave him a piecette; **¢ said he. 

The third, the youngest, who was also the prettiest of the three, 
had neither real or precette. For a moment she stood undecided ; 
then, standing on tiptoe, she gave him a soft little kiss on his lips. 
The poor, famished lad said nothing, but, seeing a flower vendor 
passing, he gave to him all the money he had just begged for a 
large bunch of tea roses, and, 
handed them to the youngest girl. 


with tears in his eyes, silently 
Transatlantic Tales. 


“1 CAN’T MAKE IT OUT, 


GABRIEL: 
pays any 


I’ve blown my trumpet three times and nobody 
attention to it. 
ISRAFEL: 
“Isn't it ? 
and then look to see which way the 
Leader. 


That’s strange. First Lawyer: You are 
His OppoNneENT: 
Tue Court: Now, 

points in the case.”’ 


People just make a hasty jump for the curbstone, 


auto went.’’—Cleveland 
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British Possessions. 5.00 a year in advance. Additional postage to foreign countries in the Postal 
Union, $1.04 a year; to Canada, 52 cents. Single current copies, 10 cents. Back numbers, after 
three months from date of publication, 25 cents. 

No contribution will be returned unless accompanied by stamped and addressed envelope. 

Lire is for sale by all Newsdealers in Great Britain. The International News Company, Breams 





EVER THUS 
“What has come over the spirit of Haskin’s dreams ?”’ queried 
“ He has quit talking against magnates and trusts.” 
“ He bought his first block of stock last week,” replied Haskin’s 
partner, conclusively.—Y outh’s Companion, 


a shyster! 

And you are a blackguard! 
gentlemen, 
—Philadelphia North American, 


ANOTHER NATURE-FAKER 


Here is another story of Jim Hance and the Grand Cajion of 
Arizona. 

When tourists are thick Jim rides over to the hotels ang 
talks to them. He has marvelous tales to tell. One day he 
was standing by the top of the Bright Angel trail, with a fey 
pieces of meat in his hand. 

“What are you going to do with that meat, 
‘asked a pert tourist lady from Boston. 

“Why, I’m goin’ down to feed my pet fish with it.” 

“ Your pet fish? Have youa pet fish? Oh, tell me aboutit” 

“Wal,” said Jim, “it was this way: One time, some years 
ago, I was fishin’ down there in the cafion in the Colorado 
River. I wasn’t havin’ much luck, but all of a sudden I seep 
a commotion in the water and a tolerable-sized fish riz up and 
looked at me. I seen the fish was angry, and, as there ain't 
anythin’ much more desprit than a mad fish, I ducked. ] 
was just in time, for the fish leaped out of the water and straight 
at me. He’d ’a’ speared me sure if it hadn’t been fer that 
duck of mine. As it was, he went clean over me and landed 
in a pool in the hollow of the rocks behind me, where there 
was a considerable pond of water. He couldn’t get « 
he’s there yet. Him and me is fast friends now, ar 
down twicet a week and feed him.” 

“How long ago was that?” 

“It was seventeen year ago.” 

“The fish must be quite large by this time.” 

“Oh,” said Jim, ‘ Last time I put the tape 
on him he was only twenty-seven feet long. He ain’t got his 
full growth yit.”—Saturday Evening Post. 


Mr. Hance?” 


it, and 
1 I go 


‘not so much! 


IT HAS SUCH A QUEER BARK AND 
KEEPS FOLLOWING 


ME AROUND” 
Ir was at a theatre in Manchester. The King, aged and 
infir n,ewas blessed with twosons. He was pacing up and down 
the stage with a wearied, troubled look, exclaiming aloud 
““On which of these my sons shall I bestow the crow: 
Immediately came a voice from the gallery: 
“Why not 


let us take up the disputed 


’arf a crown apiece, guv’nor?’’—London Mail, 








Building, Chancery Lane, London, E. C., England, AGEnts. 
also at Saarbach’s News Exchanges, 1, New Coventry Street, Leicester Square, W., 
St. Georges, Paris; 1, Via Firenze, Milan; Mayence, Germany. 

The text and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted, and are not to be reproduced without 
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HE CONTAGIOUS ENTHUSIASM 


of the growing army of owners of 


this thoroughbred 





Four-Cylinder 

20 Horse-Power 

is the best proof of its extraordinary efficiency, its 

power, its high-grade mechanical construction—its right to class in 
all respects with many foreign and American cars of twice the price. 
Perfect in balance, minimized friction, simple, easy to handle and con- 
trol, most economical upkeep of any four-cylinder car ever built. 


The Model G is rapidly gaining the position among large cars that 
the single cylinder Cadillac has always held among small cars—that 
of pre-eminence. Ask for Catalog G45. 











CADILLAC MOTOR CAR CO., Detroit, Mich. 
Members Association Licensed Automobile Manufacturers 
YK 








Smith 


ENGLISH SPEED INDICATORS 


Type |! 
Price $75 
Telltale 
maximun 
hand,record 
ing high 
speed at- 
tained dur- 


The Smith Perfect Speed Indicators are a little the best because— 

They embody more careful hand-workmanship. 

The dial is graduated by hand to the individual springs of each instrument 
to compensate for the inevitable difference between them 

The drive is by friction—silent, no gears to break or to become clogged. 

The triple construction of the governor is the secret of success of our 
Speed Indicators, ensures accuracy at all speeds and permits the use of an 
open scale not cramped at one side. 

Before buying several separate instruments, look through our catalogue of 
combination attachments. 

All our instruments are of the same high grade as our famous watches and 
clocks—handmade, separately tested and guaranteed. Catalogue free. 
Dealers wanted. 


Our new catalogue is now ready. Copy sent on request 


S. SMITH & SON, Ltd., Dept. F, 116 Broad Street, NEW YORK 


WILL EXHIBIT AT MADISON SQUARE GARDEN, NEW YORK, SPACE 255 
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“A room without pictures is like a room without windows.’—RUSKIN 


WT by Life Pub. Co. 
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Life's Prints 





HER CHOICE 
Smile if ye will, 
But some heart-strings 
Are closest linked 
With simplest things. 


After C. Coles Phillips 
Hand Mounted India Print in Brown, 22 by 18 in 
$2.00 


.ife Pub. Co. 


MOONSTRUCK 
After Henry Hutt 


Photogravure in Brown, 20 by 15 in. 
$1.00 


. 
ght 1907 by Life Pub. Co. 


Copyright 1907 by Life Pub. Co. 
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THE WRECKER 
After Henry Hutt 
Facsimile in Color, 13 by 15 in. 


$1.00 


Conyright' 1907 hy Life Pub. © 





























““ WHAT’S THE USE, ANYWAY? NOTHING BUT 
AN EGG YESTERDAY AND A FEATHER 
DUSTER TO-MORROW..’ 


Ajter Mark Fenderson 





Reproduction in Color, 13 by 15 in 





THE CHOIR INVISIBLE 
After C. Clyde Squires 


Photogravure in Brown, 20 by 15 in. 
$1.00 


50 cents 


Copyright 1907 by Life Pub. Co 
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—THE CUP THAT CLEARS 
TO-DAY OF PAST REGRETS AND FUTURE FEARS 
After C. Coles Phillips Omar 
Hand Mounted India Print, 22 by 18 in 
$2.00 





7 by Life Pub. © 











FORTY DAYS 
After Will Foster 


Photogravure in Brown, 15 by 20 in 
$1.00 


Copyright 1907 by Life Pub. Co. 








“HELLO, OLD MAN. ANY TROUBLE?” 
Ajter J. M. Flagg 
Photogravure in Black, 15 by 20 in 
50 cents 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 17 West 31st Street, New York 

















you do rel aital.@ drink ~~ 


© : : Y ; : o WN ape f «' MbIe "9 


COURTSHIP 
(According to Robert W. Chambers) 
A girl in classical attire is lounging on a bank; 
She has a million dollars, and is something of a crank. 
A modish man comes strolling by and asks her for a buss; 
And, to his joy, she gives him one, after four reams of fuss. 


He wants the girl to name the day and make it pretty soon. 
She talks another ream or two and says to-morrow noon. 
Whereat he hustles back to town and finds a mutual friend ** Like as a plank of driftwood 


Who introduces him to her. Here Chambers writes: The End. Pa Afloat on the watery main, 
i altReasdtiiebe. asl Another plank encounters, — 
—Southwestern’s Book, Meets, touches, parts again. 


As to Round the World travel— Te ier ramen 


An exclusive atmosphere is assured guests of They meet, and greet, and sever, 
THE COLLVER 'TOURS COMPANY, 370 BOYLSTON STREET, BOSTON Drifting eternally.” 


THEY ALL KNEW HER 


The mind-reader pressed his hand to his brow and remained 
silent for nearly five minutes. Then he swept a searching glance rl m 
over his Bushby audience, and spoke. ia 

“There is a person known to every one in this room,” he said, Whiskey ; 
in a slow, impressive tone, ‘‘and the thoughts of one man are on 
her at this moment. She has the characteristic of being generally WHITE, HENTZ& CO. G T=) 8 Label. ESTABLISHED 
in a hurry, and usually a little late. She is generous about large Phila. and New York AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS 1793 
things, but rather close in regard to small ones. She will run : 





half a block for a moving street-car, and when it stops she will 
wait for the next one. Never has any postage-stamps in the 
house, and does not like to make change in a hurry. Now I can- 
not help believing that there is a man in the room who will 
know that I can read his thoughts like a book. If he would 
kindly rise.” 

Then, as with one accord, every man but one rose to his feet. 

““You’ll have to speak a little louder for Mr. Howe’s benefit,” 
said one of the men, addressing the mind-reader, whose face 
wore a peculiar look. ‘He’s deaf, but he’ll rise all right if he 
hears you.”—Youth’s Companion, 


Expert Bridge Players prefer “‘ Rad Bridge” Scores. 


A PRESS CRITICISM . 
Lord Northcliffe, the English editor, recently settled for Homburgs Famous 


$250,000 a libel suit brought against his newspaper by the Lever : ‘ 
soap firm, Lord Northcliffe often visits America, and he admits lable Water 
that many of his best journalistic ideas are the fruit of these visits. 


“At the same time,” said a New York editor the other day, 





“Lord Northcliffe is a severe critic of the American press. One 
of his strictures is about our padding. The peerless table water 


“At the Press Club on Nassau Street he told one night a story 


on this head. Delightful as a beverage 


“He said that a reporter came wearily into the office and ap- 


proached the city editor’s desk with a disconsolate air. i and an additional charm 


““*Well,’ said the city editor, eagerly, ‘what did you find out 


about Senator Blank’s alleged divorce?’ li to the high-ball. Bottled "T Susans have discarded the idea of making 


‘* Nothing,’ said the reporter. ‘ their own cocktails,—all will after giving the 
““No facts whatever?’ at the Springs, Homburg CLUB COCKTAILS a fair trial, Scientificall 
Be s “ps — 7 d H - ‘e blended from the choicest old liquors and mellowé 
a cen es dn v./ . one, ermany. with age make them the perfect cocktails that they are. 
“Senator deny it?? By Royal Warrant to Seven kinds, most popular of which are Martini (Gin 
‘6 Ves,’ oe Rapes Oe Sieg. base), Manhattan ( Whiskey base). 
“*Wife, is ° 
wy te — LUYTIES BROTHERS The following label appears on every bottle : 
3 es. o New York 

a ne ec Sole Agents Guaranteed under the National Pure 
““*Not a blessed rumor.’ | 
“The city editor sighed. Food and Drugs Act. Approved June 


“*Well,’ he said, sadly, ‘keep the story down in that case to 30th, 1906. Serial No. 1707. 
G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Prop: 














three and a half columns.’”—Washington Star. 


Tue SoutH For Hospiratity: The Manor, Asheville, North | 7 
Carolina, is the best inn South.—Booklet. paras =e 


London 


EMANCIPATED 


An old colored mammy, of Charleston, S. C., who had never 
seen any modern street-cars (this was many years ago), visited 
some relatives in Savannah, Ga., after the introduction of the 
trolley lines. So great was her wonder and delight that she 
exclaimed, with genuine African enthusiasm: 


““My Lawd! De Yankees done ’mancipate de niggers, and ‘ Bakes she bast cote. Ao m7 
now dey ’mancipate de mule!””—Harper’s Monthly. beverages. A tablespoontal im an ounce 
of near or sweetened water after 

“Now, Patsy, if it should come to a real issue which would meals affords relief and aids digestion. 


you rather lose—your money or your life?” es | mportant to see that it is Abbott’s. 
“Me loife, begorra, Oi’m savin’ me money for me ould age.” 
—The Bohemian. 
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ic ARKINGTON 








OF INDIANA AND PARIS 


starts a captivating serial in the 
November number of 


EVERYBODY’S MAGAZINE 


He calls it 


“Che Guest of Quesnay”’ 


If you like good reading, begin right 
there at the beginning and follow the 
curious and fascinating happenings to 
their finish. 


In forceful contrast is William Hard’s 
“Making Steel and Killing Men.” 


“What Do We Care” 


says the superintendent of a big steel 
plant, “‘for the lining of a furnace— 
it’s good for so much iron, and the 
sooner it makes it, the better.” 


Makes you wonder how about the 
MEN? 


O. Henry 


tells in the same number the story of 
a fat lady and a malignant star. Calls 
it ‘‘Phoebe’’—nice, innocent, inoffen- 
sive title, isn’t it, to cover up one of his 
rollicking stories ? 


_“Ghe Ladies’ Game”’ 


is an article that will bear a lot of 
thinking over; you may not believe 
it—we do, the facts came so dear we 
had to. 





We didn’t print enough Magazines 
last month and sold out too soon, 


So keep a lookout for 


EVERYBODY’S MAGAZINE 


15 cents a copy. $1.50 a year. 
Order an early copy of your News- 


dealer —or subscribe. 


Address The Ridgway Company 


Dept. K, Union Square, New York, N. Y. 





| and a very large class who can’t write and are con- 
tinually picking to pieces the literary elect.—Circle. 








IF YOU ASKED FOR BREAD AND A 
STONE WERE OFFERED INSTEAD 








wouldn’t you laugh and shake off 
the dust of that shop from your 
feet > What, then, do you think 
about any other substitute offered as 














“JUST AS GOOD” OR “CHEAPER?” 











Potpourri 
— are no birds in last year’s nests adown the flood of 
years. 
Maude Muller on a summer’s day lay dying in Algiers. 
Man wants but little here below thy cold gray rocks, O sea! 
*Tis sweet to hear the watch-dog’s bark across the sands of Dee. 


At midnight in his guarded tent, when all but him had fled 

Lifeless but beautiful he lay, the bivouac of the dead. 

Past Fontenoy, past Fontenoy, to hastening ills a prey, 

Under a spreading chestnut tree my fondest hopes decay. 

She was a phantom of delight that man was made to mourn. 

The mill will never grind again; only five grains of corn! 

Oh, come into the garden, Maude, and list unto me tell 

Of how Horatius kept the bridge when Kosciusko fell! 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Fame 
* REAT king,” the poet cried, his rebec stringing, 
“Thy name shall live forever—through my singing!” 
“Poor fool,” the king replied, ‘‘that lie is hoary: 
Thy songs may live—because they chant my glory!” 
So, each, the sword or zither glorifying, 
In turn proclaimed his work alone undying; 
And while their wordy warfare shook the rafter, 
Old Time stood by and held his sides for laughter! 
—Arthur Guiterman, in Munsey’s Magazine. 


An Irish Twister 


ATSY: Begorra, Oi couldn’t pay me three 
dollars foine and Oi had to go to jail for six 

days 

MIKE: An’ how much did yez spend to get 
drunk ? 

“Oh, ’bout three dollars.” 

“Three dollars? Yez fool, if yez had not spent 
yez three dollars for drink yez’d had yer three 
dollars to pay yez foine wid.”—Harper’s Weekly. 


Authors 
N AUTHOR isa person whose chief occupation 
in life is the defacement of good white paper. 
The appellation is wide-reaching, and may apply to 
the writer of a soap advertisement or to the creator 
of a best-seller. 

Of late years authors have become so numerous 
that they seem to have literally fallen out of the 
clouds upon a long-suffering people, like rain-drops | 
upon an already water-soaked earth. In Indiana 
these drops fall with such persistence that the State 
is kept in a condition of literary overflow. 

Among certain authors of the present time there 
is great rivalry as to who can cover the maximum of 
paper with the minimum of thought. 

Authors are divided into two classes—a small class 
who can write and who let their work speak for them, 


NO NO 
DINNER DINNER 
COMPLETE COMPLETE 
WITHOUT WITHOUT 

IT 
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Liqueur 


Marquee 


Peres Chartrevt 








LIQUEUR 


Peres Chartreux 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 


This famous cordial, now made at Tar- 
ragona, Spain, was for centuries distilled 
by the Carthusian Monks (Péres Chartreux) 
at the Monastery of La Grande Chartreuse, 
France, and known throughout the wold 
as Chartreuse. The above cut represents 
the bottle and label employed in the putting 
up of the article since the Monks’ expul- 
sion from France, and it is now known as 
Liqueur Péres Chartreux (the 
Monks, however, still retain the right to 
use the old bottle and label as well), dis- 
tilled by the same order of Monks, who 
hav? securely guarded the secret of its 
manufacture for hundreds of years, and 
who alone possess a knowledge of the ele- 
ments of this delicious nectar. 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés, 
satjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N.Y 
Sole Agents for United States. 








ONGRESSMAN JAMES E. WATSON, of the 

Sixth, told a story while in town last week, anent | 

the operation of the pure-food law, and intended to 

illustrate his expressed theory that more people | 
would be good if they had to be. 

“Tt was while we were wrestling with the pure- 
food bill at Washington,” he said, “that I got a letter 
from home, written by a man from whom I bought 
a big quantity of maple sirup each year. He urged 
me to fight for the pure-food bill. Now, I coulda’t 
help remembering, to save my life, that this man 
bought five barrels of brown sugar at the opening of 
the maple molasses season. So I wrote him a note 
suggesting that advocacy of a pure-food measure 
seemed odd from a man who bought five barrels of 
brown sugar before beginning the manufacture of 
his pure maple sirup. 

“Never feazed him. He turned my letter over 
and wrote on the back: ‘I know it, but I want the 
law to make me do right.’”—Indianapolis News. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 
“Its purity has made it famous.” 





OK 


EXTRA DRY 








Is better than foreign 
Champagnes but costs only 
half the price, as it is Ameri- 
can made and there is no 
duty or ship freight to pay. 

Served Everywhere 
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Perfect 


FACSIMILE OF LABEL REDUCED 


T luncheons and after 
theatre suppers Meux’s 
Stout is especially agreeable 
and appreciated. 

Far more beneficial than 
any of the Malt Extracts, in 
toning up the system, espe- 
cially after sickness. 

If you want the best stout insist on MEUX’S 
with above label 
Sole importers and agents for U.S. 


LUYTIES BROTHERS 
NEW YORK 






Pint of 
Stout”’ 






















Park & Tilford 


New York 


Founded 1840 


PURE 


CONFECTIONERY 


We do not argue against 
economically-priced pure 
foods. To the contrary, 
Park & Tilford’s first 
endeavor is to place every- 
thing before the public at 
as economical a price as 
absolute purity and perfect 
selection will permit. Com- 
petition with inferior prod- 
ucts, and especially Candies 
made from poor materials, 
is not our endeavor at any 
time. You want the best 
at a fair price—you will 
find all of the best unex- 
celled in Park & Tilford’s 
Delicious Confections. 
Deliveries made out of town 


























An Onission’s Explanation 
(There will be no automobiles in heaven.—A Boston clergy 
man.) 


HEY doubt the woman angel and deny the heaven mar- 
riages— 


These things, of course, we haven’t been expecting to find 


there: 
But now they come and snatch away the hope of motor carriages, 
And thus the deprivations seem to get too great to bear. 


To walk about, or fly about, or trot as grave equestrians, 


To miss the fractured speed-rate and the constable’s stern call, | 
To lose the raucous honk-honk and the cries of smit pedestrians, | 


To live without a motor—can I stand the thought at all? 


But stay! A notion strikes me—and I think it o’er replevinly: 


Mayhap, I'll never have to—and with shame my head is | 


bowed 
Mayhap, they’ve left out motors from the blessings that are 
heavenly 
To put them, in pure mercy, where thev'd benefit the crowd. 
Richmond Times-Dispatch. 


Evarts a Great Wag 


HE Hon. William M. Evarts, Secretary of State 

during President Hayes’s administration, was 

celebrated not only as a statesman and a lawyer, but 
also as a great wit. 

On one occasion he was at a large stag dinner 
given by Edward Potter in New York. The five 
Potter brothers were among the numerous dinner 
guests. 

Toward the end of the dinner Mr. Evarts was 
called on for a speech, to which he responded: 

‘As I look around this table, I am reminded of a 
story of a young Presbyterian divine, recently 
licensed to preach, who was holding his first service. 

“In leading the first prayer the nervous young 
clergyman began: 

“We thank thee, O Lord’—— 
cleared his throat, and then went on: 
“We thank thee, O Lord’—— 

“Again he paused, and then in desperation said: 

“We thank Thee, O Lord, that Thou art the 
Clay and we are the Potters!’”’ 

The guests were convulsed, and his speech was 
an instantaneous hit, although none but Mr. Evarts 
would have dared to do it. 

On one of his trips abroad Mr. Evarts landed at 
Liverpool. The steamer was proceeding slowly up 
the river to the wharf, and Mr. Evarts was standing 
on deck, looking meditatively at the muddy waters 
of the Mersey. 

Suddenly he turned to his companion, and with a 
quizzical gleam in his eye said: 

“Evidently ‘the quality of Mercy is not strained.’’ 
—Washington Post. 


Taken at His Word 


ASTER WALTER, aged five, had eaten the 
soft portions of his toast at breakfast, and piled 
the crusts on his plate. 

“When I was a little boy,’’ remarked his father, 
who sat opposite him, “I always ate the crusts of my 
toast.” 

“Did you like them?” inquired his offspring, 
cheerfully. 

“Yes,” replied the parent. 

“You may have these,” said Master Walter, push- 
ing his plate across the table-—Harper’s Weekly. 


He stopped, 


’ 





“FEG pardon, sir,” began the beggar, stopping 
a suburbanite at the ferry. “‘Can you spare a 

few cents to help me across the river?” 

““Haven’t you any money at all?” inquired the 
pedestrian. 

“Not a cent,”’ replied the beggar. 

“Umph,” grunted the pedestrian. ‘“ What differ- 
ence does it make which side of the river you’re on?” 
—Lippincot’’s Magazine. 
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MORE THAN 


FIFTY YEARS 


HUNTER 
HISKEY 


WAS PUT UPON THE MARKET 
AND EVERY YEAR ADDS TOITS 
SPLENDID REPUTATION. kI- 
PENED BY AGE, ITS MELLOWED 





EXCELLENCE REMAINS ABSO- 
LUTELY UNSURPASSED. IT IS 
TO-DAY 


FIRST OVER THE BARS 








Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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| LIFE’S 
Christmas Number 


COVER IN THREE COLORS 
By JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 


TWENTY-FIVE 
CENTS PER COPY 


Will be open to all good ad- 
vertisers at the same prices that 
obtain in other issues, as follows: 


LIFE COPY 
One page, & in. wide, 10 in. deep, $250.00 
{4in. ** 1I0oin. *¢ 
% Gin. «gin, cof 125.00 
i. ~h. “ Sin. <6 62.50 


MAGAZINE COPY 
60 Cents per Agate Line 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 


17 WEST THIRTY-FIRST STREET, NEW YORK 
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Latest Books 
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Throw away your soiled cards. 
Your friends won't enjoy playing 
with them. But they will enjoy 
a new, clean pack of 


Bicycle 
Playing Cards 


Smooth, springy—full of snap. 
it is a pleasure to handle them. 


(Moffat, Yard and Company. $1.50.) 





| (Moffat, Yard and Company. $1.25.) 
| A Book of Reverie, by Elizabeth Gibson. (John 
Lane Company. $0.50.) 
| Woman and the Race, by Gordon Hart. (Ariel 
Press, Westwood, Mass. $1.00.) 
| Faithless Nelly Gray, by Thomas Hood, (Hough- 
ton, Mifflin and Company. $0.75.) 

The Cozy Lion, by Frances Hodgson Burnett. 
(The Century Company. $0.60.) 

Gret, by Beatrice Mantle. (The Century Com- 
| apny. $1.50.) 
| Abbie Ann, by George Madden Martin. (The 
Century Company. $1.50.) 































Thin and 
flexible. 
Large 
indexes. 


The new game Quinto. 
Send 2c stamp for rules. 
175-page book of all 
ecard game rules, pre- 
paid 10c. stamps, or six 
flap ends of Bicycle 
tuck boxes. 

U. S. Playing Card Co., 

814 Congress Court, 

Cincinnati, U.S. A. 


tury Company. $1.00.) 

































The Bird: WILL YOU PLEASE SAVE THE 
WORMS FOR ME, LITTLE BOY ? 





Religion and Historic Faiths, by Otto Pfleiderer, 
ID. D. (B. W. Huebsch. $1.50.) 


Sons. $3.00.) 





Lane Company. $1.00.) 


Choi R Washington’s Farewell Address. Rubric Series. 
o1ce Fl wers. n . 
a = Pla fe (Duffield and Company. $0.60.) 


Floral Paul Harboe. (Duffield and Company. $1.50.) 
Stories from the Old Testament for Children, by | 
Harriet S. B. Beale. (Duffield and Company. $2.00. ) | 
4 : Plays of Our Forejathers, by C. M. Gi ayle y. (Duf- 
Prompt, reliable service field and Company. $3.50.) 
Boys and Girls from Thackeray, by Kate 
Sweetser. (Duffield and Company. $2.00.) 


Decoration 


Forty-fourth Street and Madison Avenue (Duffield and Company. $r.00.) 


NEW YORK The Bed-Time Book, by Helen Hay Whitney. 
} (Duffield and Company. $1.50.) 


JOHN JAMESON | 


| Vrs. 
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WHISKEY | 
IT HAS NO EQUAL | 


—————— 





The Happy Heart Family, by Virginia Gerson. | 


The Flue Ocean’s Daughter, by C. T. Brady. | 


The House of the Vampire, by G. S. Viereck. | 


Captain June, by Alice Hegan Rice. (The Cen- | 


Major Vigoureux, by A. T. Quiller-Couch. 
(Charles Scribner’s Sons. $1.50.) 
The Harrison Fisher Book. (Charles Scribner’s 


| 


Established 1874 Some Clerical Types, by John Kendal. (John | 


A Child’s Story of Hans Christian Andersen, by 


| 
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Tours to the Tropics 


A trp to the beautiful islands of 
the West Indies, where the sun is 
generous, the foliage luxuriant and 
the climate delightful, when the 
Winter in its solemn grayness per- 
vades the North, is Nature’s call to 
those in need of rest or recreation. 


Jamaica particularly offers unusual 
advantages for a sojourn—excellent 
hotels, automobiling and all other 
outdoor sports. The splendid 
“Prinz” steamers of the Atlas 
Service will take you there com- 
fortably and quickly. 

A 23-day Cruise to Jamaica, Co- 
lombia, Costa Rica and Panama, 


sailing every week, costs but $115 
and $125. 
Send for free particulars 
HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE 
35-37 Broadway, New York 


on Chicago St. Louis 
Philadelphia San Francisco 


















ee Have you been 


ESTUNG 


— =~ Thousands of worth- 
= less inverted gas 
WO lights have been 

palmed off on the 
public for the 


National Automatic 


The only Inverted Light that can 
give permanent satisfaction. 





















Itis made to serve: other kinds are made 
to sell. The only light having automatic 
control of gas under varying pressure, 
which insures perfect ccesbustion. 
“National Automatic’ 

stamped on every smn 
(see arrow). Every light sold 
if sealed carton and guaran- 
teed. Write for Booklet and 
name of local agent. 


National Gas Light Co. 


KALAMAZOO, MICH. 







Automatic 
Regulator 
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Purity—there is nothing else half so impor- 


a= 
tant in beer. And nothing else is nearly so 


aD 


.~ 





F 

‘al 

expensive. 5 
Purity means absolute cleanliness. q 
It means freedom from germs. Even the air in our a 


cooling rooms is filtered. And every bottle of Schlitz 
beer is sterilized after it is sealed. 


It means an aged beer—aged for months, until it 
cannot cause biliousness. 


Without those precautions, no beer can be healthful. 
And who would knowingly drink beer that was not? 


iS 


tf Ask for the Brewery 
Bottling. 


See that the cork or 


Th e B e e r crown ts branded Schlitz. 
That Made Milwaukee Famous. 


PRESS OF REDFIELD BROTHERS, NEW YORK 













